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Original Sin 


Author's Notes: 
| love and respect these young men. But the twisted side of my mind is very fond of them, too. 


How can you do this to Sam? 

Youre a snake, the biblical serpent, tempting Danny to put his paradise with Sam at stake. 
Don't you feel any shame at all? 

Youre an insatiable little whore, Jake Kiszka. 


Completely without conscience. 


Jake looked up into the mirror on the ceiling and smiled at his reflection as his body jolted rhythmically. He'd 
chosen the place deliberately, plotted this afternoon with meticulous accuracy. A dubious motel he'd found on 
the internet. Their “alibis" were airtight. 


Sometimes he was suprised by the efforts he made in pursuit of this secret affair with his little brother's 
boyfriend. He could have any man - and woman - he wanted. But he wanted to play with fire. He wanted Daniel 
Wagner. 


He didn't even know what was more exciting: the sex itself or the certainty that he had Danny under his spell. 


His hair was spread on the mattress like a corona around his head, his eyelids hooded and his mouth half open, 
not unlike the way he looked when he played guitar on stage. 


He clawed his fingers into the skin of Danny's back, still always careful not to leave any suspicious marks. 
Sometimes he wished he wouldn't have to hold back like this, but it would be impossible for Danny to hide 


scratches. 


Their skin was shiny with sweat. The sheets were crumpled and soaked as they were getting near the end of 
round three. It was already getting late, but there was no way Jake would leave without one last orgasm. Who 


knew when they'd get the next opportunity? 


Danny lifted Jake's legs up higher and hooked the shorter man's knees over his muscled shoulders, then he 
bent down again and kept ploughing into Jake's body, which was now almost folded in half. Beads of sweat 
dropped from Danny's raven hair onto Jake's face. 


"Yeah, that's it, Danny! Give it to me good!" Jake whimpered blissfully. The skin of Danny's slim hips smacked 
hard against the back of Jake's thighs and ass. 


Danny, so kind, so gentle and polite. Such a good boy, loyal and reliable. But there was something going on deep 
down underneath that surface. Something wild, something raw. Something that was always denied release. 
Something he was afraid of. Until a few weeks ago, the only time it became visible was when he played the 


drums. There was no way he could project this ferocity onto his girlfriend or Sam. 


But all of a sudden Jake had started to give him those looks. Those lascivious looks that the guitarist could 
flick on from one moment to another, the looks that turned the shy small town boy into a greedy, wanton 


minx. 


Danny had been confused at first. He wasn't a prude, but the straight-foward way in which Jake had started 
flirting with him - carefully hidden from his brothers’ eyes - was something he'd never have expected. At 
first he'd classified it as the usual games that the twins played with Sam and him, a little bit of good-natured 
teasing. Even later, when Jake "accidentally" touched him in ways he hadn't done before every now and then, 


Danny assumed he was only making fun of him. 


Then there had been that one night when they had been sleeping in the back of the van. Danny had been lying 
between Sam and Jake. Sam and Josh had been fast asleep when Danny had turned around to Jake and looked 
into those lustful eyes that left no doubt. As well as the hard-on that pressed against his thigh and the hand 
that sneaked into his boxers. When he'd awoken the next day, he'd prayed that it had only been a dirty dream. 
But that prayer hadn't been answered, as Danny found out when Jake pushed past him backstage later that 
day and whispered "Anytime!" in his ear. 


It had been like a siren’s call. But unlike Ulysses, Danny hadn't been held back by ropes. The power of his primal 
instincts still frightened him. He'd thought he was immune to any kind of seduction because of his rock-solid 
feelings for Sam, but obviously that wasn't the case. 


"Harder, c'mon! | know you can do it!" Jake cried out now and tried to shift under Danny to meet his thrusts 


for more impact. 


"Man, you're too loud!" Danny hissed while still thrusting with an impeccable rhythm. One of the perks when 


you were being fucked by a drummer. 
"And what will you do to make me shut up?" Jake smirked Wet strands of hair clung to his cheeks and neck 


Danny could tell what his bandmate wanted. He'd become pretty good at reading Jake's mind, just like all the 
Kiszkas'. Sometimes he felt like a character in a children's movie thats the only person who can understand 
the language of animals. He put his palm over Jake's mouth and pressed firmly, watching Jake's nostrils flare 
when he breathed heavily. Danny felt the warm air on the back of his hand. He also felt as well as saw in 
Jake's eyes that he was grinning. This dirty, victorious, teasing grin As much as Danny wished to feel repelled 


by it, it spurred him on even more. 

Jake loved to be used. As long as he was calling the shots. 

Oh, Jake.. Once Danny had got a taste of the forbidden fruit, there had been no turning back anymore. 

Jake, the band's musical mastermind, the one with the vision. The shy, polite, introverted guitar virtuoso. Or so 
it seemed. Only a few people, by now including Danny, knew Jake's other side, the filthy one. The Jake who loved 
it when Danny tore his pants down, picked him up, slammed him against the wall and buried his remarkable 
length in his bandleader‘s hole with minimum preparation. 

Danny's relationship with Sam was something so pure and sincere. Their love was strong and unconditional. They 
were childhood friends who had later fallen in love as teenagers. Although they still kept their relationship a 
secret, but a coming out wasn't completely out of the question for them one day. 


Danny was happy with Sam. He wasn't missing a single thing. Or so he had thought. 


Jake's body convulsed as his scream was muffled by Danny's hand. There wasn't much cum left in his body, 
and it almost hurt by now, but he needed this feeling like a drug. 


Danny had never thought he'd get off on treating a person like this. Not just holding someone, but squeezing 
hard, not cuddling but pounding with force, not making love, but fucking into oblivion 


Jake had summoned the beast that slept deep inside of Danny. 


With a string of curses that he'd never ever say out loud in public, Danny came hard inside of Jake. He held 


still for a moment while his orgasm washed over him. Jake was still wedged under him in a very unpleasant 


position, but Danny knew that Jake enjoyed it that way. 


Accordingly, he eventually pulled out without any further ado and shoved Jake to the side. The exhausted 


guitarist even snickered a little when he landed on the mattress like a rag doll. 


Danny stared at the ceiling, but he didn't look at their reflections. His gaze was hollow. Jake knew that he was 
thinking of Sam, and that the guilt weighed down on him heavily. Danny probably pondered on what it would feel 


like when they drove back and his precious, clueless sweetheart welcomed him with his bright smile. 


Youre evil, Jake Kiszka. 


A drty, ruthless slut. 


